* The Tartar Invasion *
ading the streets, searching the houses for buried valu-
ables. If the owners were still there, they tortured them
to disclose their wealth; if they had gone they probed
the garden with pointed stakes in the hope of striking a
box of treasure. Flames mounted up in various direc-
tions. The public thoroughfare was clearly very danger-
ous. Desperate men could be seen everywhere, many
drunk and all of them brandishing weapons.

But the Royal Chaplain passed along, his eyes on the
ground. Some last glow from the western heavens il-
lumined his yellow robe. His pace was even, he ap-
peared unaware of danger. The two novices with him
became alarmed. It would be better, they urged, to re-
turn to the gate and, making circuit of the walls, come
round to the monastery. But the Chaplain paid no
attention to their prattle and continued to advance
through the heart of the town. When he reached the
main bazaar he saw evidence of much looting. The
shopkeepers had not been able to remove their goods
in time* At one point brocades were strewn in the gut-
ter. Turning a corner he came upon one of the bands of
desperadoes, an ugly crowd, dancing and shouting,
waving sticks and spears, some dressed in court silks,
others draining pots of wine. They had just killed a
woman; her body was in the roadway.

The Chaplain, however, did not alter his pace. It was
now late dusk, made darker by overspreading trees,
but the yellow of his robe was visible enough. The men
knew well that a monk was walking towards them, but
they were past respect for the robe and the Church.

As the Chaplain approached them, the novices
huddled against him. They were in the place of death;
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